LAURA : Thank you. (Takes one. A knock at the

door, LAURA starts.)

AINGER : Who's there ?

[The door opens and COPE appears with tray of
crockery; looking very woebegone,

I had forgotten about you.

COPE : Yes, and please, Ainger . . .

AINGER : \Vhat ?

COPE ; I am afraid I have broken the teapot.

[There is a long silence. LAURA'S presence is a
constraint. She looks down at her lap. Then across
at WOODLEY. She catches his eye and then smiles.

AINGER : Oh5 well, shove the things into the
cupboard and cut now. I'll see you later, after
P.D. By the way, you're in already, aren't you ?
COPE : Yes, Ainger,

AINGER : Well, I'm taking it. See me after.
[COPE goes.

LAURA : Poor kid. What will you do to him for

that. Thrash him ?

AINGER : I suppose so.

LAURA : It seems a pity. But I suppose there is
nothing else* Couldn't you stop his pocket

money ?

AINGER : I think he'd rather be thrashed.

LAURA : By the way, I feel terribly ignorant, but
what is P.D. ?
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